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ning the cheek or raising the hair*' of the wan-
derer. The hills gradually receded, till at last
we entered a plain where tall grass was waving,
and mighty chestnut trees, in full blossom, spread
out their giant and umbrageous boughs. Beneath
many stood cars, the tired oxen prostrate on the
ground, the crossbar of the poll which they sup-
port pressing heavily on their heads, whilst their
drivers were either employed in cooking, or were
enjoying a delicious vsiesta in the grass and shade.
I went up to one of the largest of these groups
and demanded of the individuals whether they
were in need of the Testament of Jesus Christ.
They stared at one another, and then at me, till
at last a young man, who was dangling a long
gun in his hands as he reclined, demanded of me
what it was, at the same time inquiring whether
I was n Catalan, "For you speak hoarse/* said
he, "and are tall and fair like that family." I sat
down amongst them and said that I was no
Catalan* but that 1 came from a spot in the
Western Sea, many leagues distant, to sell that
book at half the price It cost; and that their
souls* welfare depended on their being acquainted
with it* 1 then explained to them the nature of
the New Testament, and read to them the pat-
able of the Sower. They stared at each other
again, but said that they were poor and could
not buy books, I rose, mounted, and was going
away, saying to them: "Peace bide with you."